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Have you over had a day when you felL 
really boned? When you were even Lou bored 
to play with your friends nr read a book? 

I know what those days are tike! What 
makes it worse is when nobody pays any 
attention to you or sees how bored you are. 
That can really make you angry— and that can 
make you feel like teasing or fight ing. 

Ruris, i he little bear in our story, has a day 
like this. I le can't think of anything lo do, I le 
doesn’t want to play with his little sister or 
her friends. But his attempt to bother them 
turns out very differently from what he had 
expected? 



Your friend, 

COafdo 


A MI'RR (TALES™ Book 


lotary 

Bored Boris: 

Written and illustrated by 

Hans Wilhelm 






Boris had played with all or his toys, Tie had read 
all uf his books, Hal now hu didn't know what to do 
iicxl He though! and thought. Bui ho could think of 
nothing to do. 

Boris was totally bored. 







Finally Boris got up and went to his father. He looted 
his Lruiupet and said, "Let si In someth ing," 

"I am doing something," suit! his falher, Tm busy 
painting. Why don't you go fishing?" 



“Fishing is no fun to do 
alone," said Boris. "Please do 
something with mo.” 

H ! can't tight now/'said bis 
rather. "Whv don't you read a 
hook?" 

"I'm tired of my books!" 
replied Boris. 



Boris hoped that his mother would do something with 
him. 

J Td love to," said his mother, "'foul I promised your 
little sister I'd bake some cookies with her. Why don't 
you help us?" 

"Xo, no. 110!” cried Boris. ”1 hate my sister—and I 
hate baking cookies! " 

And lie stomped back to his room. 
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EJoris could hear happy 
noises coming from the 
kitchen. 'Hie chattering and 
laughing made him feel even 
worse, He decided logo Lo 
lijs tree house. 
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"Maybe there's something to play with there." he 
said* I le took his trumpet with him, just in case 
there wasn't 











But as $0011 as Boris hat! climbed up the tree, he saw 
that there was nothing to do. It wels as boring as being 

hack in his room. 



"WhEit can I do? 
What oati 1 do?" he 
asked himself over 
and over again. 


There were lots of 
thin&s he didn 7 wa ] 1 1 
to do—but nothing 
lliiil lie really warned 
to do. 





Suddenly a huge cardboard box came walking by. 
From inside came tile voice of Boris's sister chan Ling, 
“I'm on my way to build a castle, But no one will know 
where it i& It's a secret!" 



From his tree Boris could see exactly where she was 
going, "Building a castle!” he thought. "Witat a boring 
idea. If I had Unit box. I’d make a spaceship out of it!” 

He kepi watching as his sister and Iter friends began 
their work. 











Soon Boris* saw everyone pa si ini; cutouts and 
buttons on the castle and paint mg pictures on the 
walls- 

Boris knew vvlial lie would have done instead. A 
spaceship would need rockets and aerials and Lots of 
other tilings, 

Hut I lien lie remembered that he was much too 
bored t o do a n y t h i ng a n y way- 
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The next thing [intis saw was his sister and her 
friends carrying streamers and crepe paper. 

"1 guess they're going to have a party," Boris thought. 
"So whatE 1 hate parties!" 

But he kept watching them from his tree house. 









"Mother gave us all herald 
jewelry mid clot lies to ploy dress- 
up in," his liLLle sister said very 
loudly as she passed under Boris’s 
tree a few minutes later. "I'll be a 
princess. Rill you won't see it!" she 
added, 

Of course he would see it. Boris 
thought to himself—atid he acted 
as if he weren't even i rite rested. 
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The dressing up sounded very noisy and cheer¬ 
ful. 

Boris imagined wliul lie would dress up as, if tt 
were his party — a spaceman, or even an alien 
from a si range planet ! 
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Hut then Boris saw that theoiliers 
were having a good time anyway. That 
made him feel more oui-of soris Hi a n 
ever. 

When they posed so the princess 
could Lake a snapshot* Boris ilirew 
twigs down at them, Bui they were 
having too good a Lime to notice. 
















Then his sister said to her friends, “Now Let's have a 
parly—nil, no. I mean a royal Feast! 11 —remember me that, 
si30 was now si princess. 

She walked proudly by Hnnss tree again, this time 
carrying a bow! filled with warm cookies* 




The sworn smell of the freshly baked cookies drifted 
up to llons'stree house. The pi teller of juice made him 
Feel thirsty. Out nobody paid any attention to him. They 
were too busy laughing, eating, and having a good time 
together. 

“This is too much I" mid Boris, 
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VVll{?El he Stopped f 
there was silence! There 
was no talking or 
giggling. The Lrlimpet 
noise had worked' H tuid 
pul an end to Lheir silly 
fun and stupid party. 
Boris loll very' pleased 
with hi m self. 
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Boris couldn't hear it any longer. He 
picked up his trumpet and blew ii as loud 
as Iig could. Bivaat* 

Then again. And again! Bivitut! Bmiat! 


Rut suddenly he heard 
his name called from 
below. 




















“Boris T a trumpeter is 
just what a royal feast 
needs!” called one of the 
guests, “How about it? 
Will you he I he ktile's 
trumpeter?” 

Boris was about to say 
someth lug very rude. Hut 
then he thought for a 
moment and said, “Maybe 
I con id be the trumpeter. 
But I'll only do it if i gel 
twenty cookies!" 

"Ilow about three?” 
asked his sister* looking 
at the almost empty bowl, 
"Okay ; 1 said Boris, 
"that's a fair priced’ And 
lie climbed down from the 
tree, 
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The parly turned out to be fantastic! The 
trumpeter trumpeted. Tlio king drummed. 
The royal court danced- And I to r is forgot all 
about his boredom and nothing-to-dos. 















But he did not forget about the 
cookies which the princess had 
saved especially for him. 





